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now leave us both in a bad situation, far from help.
He therefore camped on the bank opposite to wait for morning.
All through a terrible night, wet and shaking with cold, I watched
the blink of his fire. Then the morning sun brought warmth and
strength to me, and Graham got across.
Back in 1875 the Canadian Pacific Railway, then pushing west
to the ocean, surveyed a route through Yellowhead Pass, but later
abandoned it for its present more southerly crossing. There was no
city of Edmonton then on which to base, and that engineering
party packed oxen instead of horses and later killed them for beef.
Wherever we could in the 1906 survey, we followed the old cutting.
Often I set up my transit over the C.P.R. stakes, which were still
there after the rains and snows of thirty-one years. It used to be
the custom of Western engineers to use pieces of soft iron-ore, called
keel, as chalk for marking their stakes. The old C.P.R. stakes had
weathered to the colour of granite, but their marks were as bright
and red as the day they were chalked on. They had good keel in
the seventies.
As the survey neared Yellowhead Pass, one day we came up to
an old prospector seated on a stump and regarding us as casually
as if railroad surveys were a commonplace with him. I stopped
to chat with the old Irishman, and he told me he had just come
out o£ the Peace River country, in the northern part of Alberta,
which was then opening up for settlement. This interested me,
and I asked him many questions. Back along the Pembina we had
seen the trek of settlers toward Grande Prairie—covered wagons
drawn by oxen; men, women, and children riding or walking,
little trudgers clutching their parents' hands—our own pioneer West
repeated on the last frontier.
The fame of this new wheat country to the north was then almost
legendary in the Canadian West. Peace River! Its very name
suggested a land flowing with milk and honey. The pioneers of
Alberta and Saskatchewan heard tales of this paradise as eagerly
as the Children of Israel once listened to the reports the spies
brought back from the Promised Land.
As I talked to the old prospector, I knew I had to see the Peace
River some day.
With the completion of the survey through Yellowhead, the

